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AT THE PANTOMIME. 

“« Ever generous where loveliness is concerned, Poor Dad, loaded with bouyuets, paid his first visit to Drury Lane Pantomime last week, Papa always 
means well, but unfortunately he has the knack of doing the right thing at the wrong moment. For instance, a man with average intellect would hardly stop 
the Pantomime at its most interesting period in order to present each female member of the company with a token of regard in the shape of a bouyuet. This” 
is what Papa did. What the stage manager did with his boots in a short interview with Poor Pa afterwards I will leave it to my readers to imagine.” —Toortsiz. 


INHUMANITY TO MAN. BLACKMAIL. | 
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Indignation of the oofiess Montmorency de Blooblood when that hileous heiress, 
Miss Mintomoney, who has encouraged him all the season in the most baretacet 
manner, deliberately cuts him for John James Jimps, the snub whose father (the 
Soap King) has just left him a pot of money. 


Disgust of "Encry *Orkins when, after having treated "Liza Chihike to the “the- 
ayter,” unlimited oranges, winkles aml “sherbert,” and spent his last “sprat 
on a superb whelk supper, she unblushingly deserts him for 'Arry ‘Iggins, who has 
still the price of a couple of “ pots” left about him. 
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ACCORDING to Canler, there existed in Paris, in 1840, a 
large class of despicablo wretches, whose sule means of 
living was by the lovying of blackmail. 

Having obtained possession of some disgraceful secret, it 
was their custom to track down and extort from the per- 
sons implicated large sums of hush moncy, Sometimes the 
victims of their extortion were really guilty, but often it was 
a trumped-up case. Sometimes the hunted wretch, when 
he could no longer bear the persecution, would commit 
suicide. Such human wolves still exist in all large cities, 
and are often known to the police, and this was the case 
with ove Cortier, who had long bled a presumably highly 
respectable provincial lawyer. 

Another scoundrel, who was in Cortier's confidence, 
learning what a good thing his friend was making, resolved 
to have his share; and one day, calling on the astounded 
notary, thus unbosomed himself: “Sir,” said he, “1 have 
been since infancy on intimate terms with Cortier, and he 
has no secrets from me, therefore L know all the details of 
this unfortunate affair, and what cnormous sums he his 
extorted from you, besides the yearly pension you allow 
him of ninety-six pounds, But that is not the worst. He, 
the other day, declared to me that he would force you to 
pay him in future at least two hundred and forty pounds 
per annum. Utterly liagested with him, and filled with 
pity for you, I determined to sce you and to propose that J 


10 


should rid you of him for ever. It will cost you dear—twelve hun- 
pounds, pechaps—but he will disappear for good and all.” 

“ But it’s murder you're proposing,” gasped the lawyer. 

“Not at all,” replied the other, “A simple suppression, He will 
cease to be. You need not torment yourself as to the means 
employed. T shall engage a friend to manage the business, and 
he does not know nor ever will know anything of you. You must 
my me four hundred pounds duwn, four hundred more on the 
et aeons of Cortier, and the remaining four hundred a month 

iter, 

“All this is very serious,” said the lawyer, “and requires con- 
sideration, Leave me your addreas, and 1 will call on you.” 

“Certainly,” said the other, and gave the number of a house in 
the Rue St. Honoré, where he could be found at all times, “And 
if,” he added, “you would know more, kindly call on Vidocq, the 
celebrated detective.” 

As early as possible next day M, P*** took the diligence, and 
wie in Vidoud’s office, 

“Do I know him?” cried the great man, “There is not a worse 
scoundrel on earth. Fora peice, he is capable of any crime.” 

“Thank you,” said the highly respectable ears and, going 
straight to the scoundre!’s lodging, paid down four hundred pounds 
with closed doors, and much whispering aud sebageeag 5 

A fortnight later the blackmailer called on the lawyer, His 
friend, who was to “ put away ” Cortier, would not begin on the job 
unless he had another four hundred. The miserable fool of a lawyer 
paid the money. One week Inter his visitor reappeared dressed in 
mourning, white-faced, weeping. All was over. Cortier was dead, 
sure cnough. Corticr’s friend’s friend had drowned him. They 
had gone ona pleasure ey up the river, and dived for a wager. 
Cortier's friend's friend had held the other down at the bottom by 
the foot until he was sulfocated, and now he wanted the last four 
Be aenetr et icagth, sakt ith ttill next 

e lawyer, at Jength, waking up, postponed the pa nt till nex 
day, and rushed up to Paris to Cortler's lodging. There he was. of 
couree, alive and well. lua f the lawyer returned to his oftice 
to meet the blackmuiler, and told him in violent language what a 
villain he was. The other allowed it, but stuck to his point he 
would have the other four hundred pounda, or all over the town 
proclaim the lawyer's infamy and his endeavour to bribe him to 
commit murder. ‘The wretched dupe, gnashing his teeth in impo- 
tent fury, paid up, took to his bed and died. 
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PIRAIT LECKTUR, 

thinggs iss mixxtt. 

a smorl! boi av turn upp wett threw too the skinn with a sixpens 
for a 4 d seet. 

wee av prommias im chainge. 

billium ay cum front to spitt on the koin for luc. 

Orl iss exhitement innside, outeide itt iss kats ann Soe 8, 

the 4d sevts is fluddin. thee 4 d boi ixs upp to iss ankkless. 

(Newt week, Puppy Chatter.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
=< 
*,* Correapondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large cnough to contain the 
contributiuns submitted. Do not ose loose stamps. 


Yes, there is no harm, AN ARTIST; Sorry, WEEKS, we haven't 
You might search for days, ALONZO, sind nut come across 
oP ry . Quite a picture C. 8. Gissina ; Tovtsie sends her 
hi lowe. Yea, you could, of course, INQUIRIST ; There are one 
or two above. Circwmstances alter cases; He was right, we think, 
F.J. Sorry, H.C. BLANCHARD, cery, We're unable quite to say. 
Thanks for sketches, ARTHUR MILTON ; They are very fair but 
we Haven't any ce at present. Much obliged, A Pau; we'll 
ace, Many thanks for cutting, ROLLO ; One and Cy, fr si G.HLS. 
Quips conducts the competition, Try your luck and havea guess. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ao Youth. Father, let me have a couple of quid for Snippem, 
my tailor; I really must have a new overcoat. 
Father. Nonsense, sir! you owe him no end of money ; desides, 
you can't get a coat for two pounds. 

Bright Youth. 1 kuow that; but I want to give it him on 


account. @ 
s 


“T WRITE, gentlemen, for fame,” said the seedy poet, loftily, as 
he gazed at the assembled group around the bar. “Oh!” said a 
fat little man who was drinking gin warm; “that's where you 
make a mistake. Why don’t you try the pill makers?” 

se 


s 
OnE visits church for hymns and prayers ; 
But ‘tis a wondrous thing 
How quickly she ungloves who wears 
A new engagement ring. 
s 2 


= 
Etitor. But look here, Scribbles, you told me your story had a 
happy ending, and I tind you kill both the hero and heroine the 
da: fore the wedding. : 
arried Authur. Well, don’t you call that a happy ending? If 
you want a tragic one, of course I'll alter it, and let the wedding 
take place, *° 


Firat Pretty Little Dear, What are they playing? 

Second Prelty Little Dear, 1 Crosse. 

First Pretty Little Dear, 1 cuu't understand how you can tell 
the difference between La Crosse aud Hockey and Polu and Golf 
and—and —and all thos» things. 

Second Pretty Little Dear, 
course, 


Why, by the costumes, dear, of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 607.—The “Spritette” Costume. 


—— 


Copav ceszy, €: 
Ouse! 
Se 


COMPOSERS COMICALLY 
COMMUNICATED. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Toadlogs. No. 3.—Lisst. 


Master, Thoso windows are dirty. 
Mistress. Dirty? Certainly not! They werc cleaned only receutly. Three 
servants ago, in tack. 


“Confounl you, sir! Don't you know 
that you've trodden om my corn?” 
~ Well, you don't suppose that I should 
tread on my own corn, do you ?” 


THE LATEST NOVELTY. 
The Sloper dinner-bell. 


(Saturday, January 13, 1894. 


Moat ( proudly) Now, give me your candid opaics of these 
weeds, [always keep them for my particular friends: I've another 
lot for people 1 don‘t care much about. 
Guest, Um—ah—er—are you quite sure someone hasn't changed 
the boxes, old man? *\° 
Wife. Oh, dear, lam so cold! How my teeth do chatter ! 
Brutal Husband, Take ‘em out, then, Maria, take ‘em out, and 
stop grumbling. *.* 


Quack, Put out your tongue. Ah! I thought so; it’s the drink, 
my good man, that—— 
; wen (interrupting), But, doctor, I'm teetotal; I never 
ouch— 
Quack, Just so—exactly what I was about to say. It’s drink 
that you require; you want « stimulant, without a doubt. 
ss 
o 
THE waiter is the only one 
Among his fellow-men 
Who figures out that six and two 
When added comes to ten. 
ss 
* 
Visitor (suspiciously). 1 hope your sheets are not damp at all. 
ging-House Keeper. Damp? Bless me, no! Why, sixteen 
people ‘ave slept in them sheets, and ain’t found no fault, They 
ought to be well aired by this time. 
ss 


s 
She. How can you tell such fibs? Miss Croaker tuld me just 
now you said she had a voice like a bird. 
He, Well, so she has—a raven, you know, 
ss 


s 

Doctor (after exhaustive examination). 1 will write you a pre- 
scription, and you will have to be very careful in your diet. Leave 
off smoking entirely ; drink ouly one glass of claret a day, and 
eat nothing but plain roe or boiled meat and vegetables, 

Patient. Bosh! I could cure myself in a fortnight that way, 
but I don't want to leave off anything that makes life worth living, 
and that’s why I came to you. “0 


Brown. They tell me that young Hardup is absolutely living from 
hand to mouth. 
Robinson, How the dickens else would you have him live, unless 
he fed himself with his foot, like the armless lady at the fair ? 
se 


s 
Gaiety Bounder, Hallo! Flossie, my dear, How are you? Don't 
see so much of you as we used to. 
Gaiety Girl. No, dear boy. Fact is doctor told me I should 
have to cover myself up more, or else he wouldn't guarantee the 
consequences. o° 


Amateur Singer. Excuse me, Professor Strummer, but would 
you accompany me to the “ Village Blacksmith ”? 

Professor Strummer, Well, to tell you the truth, I am very com- 
fortable where I am ; but if you par want a walk, and the 
smithy isn't too far, 1 don’t min going with you. 


s 
ed (on top of a mountain, exultingly). Freedom dwells upon the 
a, 
She. For goodness sake, John, don’t make s0 much noise! 
es 


s 
THERE was a young clerk from the City, 
Who once sang a concert-room ditty 
At a smoker one night, 
But the fellows in fright 
"twas rather a pity. 
ss 


Slymer. It’s no use asking me for any more moncy; I haven't 
t it. One would think I was as rich as Crucsus, the applications 
have made to me. 
Hardup. Then perhaps you wouldn’t mind obliging me with the 
address of your friend Croesus, Possibly he will assist a poor man. 
3 ss 
s 
Medical Student (showing off before wealthy uncle). And don't 
forget. Mrs. Mulligrubs, to call me at five o’clock, as usual, to-morrow 
morning. 
Mrs. Sulligruds. Call yer at five? What's the good of that, I 
should like to know, when you never get home till six? 
ss 
s 
Professor, 1a Mr. Ballack at home? 
Servant. Oh, sir, Mr. Ballack died three weeks since ! 
Professor. Indeed! Then I will call again to-morrow. 
232 
s 
She. 1 dislike those idle compliments you pay mo, intcuscly, Mr. 
Fiatterby. 
Reig Pardon me, they are not idle. They are compliments tu my 


se 
es 
During the Rall, 
He. Don't you think there's a lot of bosh written about kissing ! 
She. 1 don't know, I’m sure. In what way? 
dle, Why, a man is accused of stealing a kiss, when in the 
mejores of cases he is folng to give one away. ‘ 
. Indeed! How funny! I don't understand it. 
ee (Left practically crplaining. 
s 


It ix a modern wonder which 
The finest cracknell wins, 
Why woman wants three mortal hours 
To buy a card of pins, 
ss 


s 
First Darling. Oh, Gertic! you should write for one of Flimsy 
and Co.'s price lists. ‘ 
nee Darling. But their things are so inferior. 
there. 
First Darling. Oh, I do, love, but the lists do make such lovely 
curl-papers. ** 
A. You notice that little old man in the corner there, he’s made 
a huge fortune out of journalism. 
B. What, writing for the papers? 
A. No; buying ‘em as waste. 


s 
Tlushand. Well, what does the doctor say is the matter with you: 
Wire. He gays I want change all round. 
Husband, What's he mean i that? 
Wife. Why, change of scene, change of air, change of dress, 
change of bonnet, and some sinall change in my pocket, 


——— 
Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 
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Saturday, January 13, 1894.] 
TOOTSIE IN “NOAH’S ARK.” 


—— 


“Iv may be interesting,” says T. P., writing in the Vehicle in 
1821, “to be informed how stupendous a piece of naval architecture 
was that which 
first fluated on the 
waters. Noah's 
Ark was, accordin; 
to arithmetica 
calculation, from 
Sacred History, 
5A7 feet 2 inches 
in length, 91 feet 
2inches in breadth, 
and 54 feet 8 in- 
ches in depth. Her 
decks or stories 
were more than 
twice the length of 
our largest 120-gun 
man - of - war, and 
she would be, 


of computing the 
urthen of ships, 
the scarce -tu-be- 
credited magnitude 
of 21,666 tons.” 
' It mies be an 
improving employ - 
ment for Torey iit. 
tle boys and girls 
home from school 
were they given a 
slate and_ pencil 
and set to cal 


Willian. Holland, 


late how many animals 
after which, Rerhare, for a 
Master Billie Holland's Noah's Ar 
If you want to see performing animals, now or never is your 
chance, What do you say to bulls? Here isa bull, and Toro is 
his name ; and here is Mr. Collier, who has trained him, and who 
jumps on his body and stands on his head. 
Do you like birds? If so, again you are in luck’s way, for here 
are Miles. Marzella and Rose, with any number of trained igeons 
and doves who walk on balls, awing on trapeees, and ride on bicycles. 
Do = like panthers—at a distance, 1 mean? If po, hare you 
have them, with Professor Ricardo hed ag them through their paces. 
And beara?) What a sweet-faced, lamb-like creature is this slyest 
and most treacherous of brutes. But here is Mons. W. Permane 
not eaten up yet—indeed, quite the contrary—who has some bears 
to show, notably one Bruin (who would make splendid pomatum, 
and plenty of it) going through a lot of clever tricks and-seeming 
to enjoy them. Here are Herr Grais and his baboon and donkey, 
all doing well. Leoni Clarke is here also. Leoni is the Cat King, 
and in his troupe are musical cats, clown cats, and boxing cats, 
und a Baldwin cat, who comes down from the ceiling ina para- 
chute. Here’s Cross’s sresing lion, who has the same gentleman 
of colour to wrestle with he recently at the music-hall. 
Monsieur Nivin’s monkeys must not be passed over lightly, for 
they are an host of talent in themselves, and perform acrobatic 


this structure 
treat, t 
at 


hs, 1, i mm | 
HMMA 
Herr Grais, with Pat and Mike, 


feats with more agility and at half the price of acrobatic humans. 
Lientenant Chard's dogs do some big jumps, and Thompson's 
clephants hold a wire while a young lady postures thereon. But 
perhaps the most astonishing feat is performed by an elephant who 
plays the bell accompaniment to Miss Lila Clay's ladies’ orchestra. 

Are you gone on snakes? If you are, don’t miss the opportunity 
of secing Miss Nala Damajanti making necklaces:and electric belts 
out of boa constrictora. It’s a delightfully shuddering show. 
Reuben Raffin’s * porcine wonder” or learn ig, too, is a marvel 
of intelligence, capable of igs the Hon. Billy to the blush. 

Whilst these cans and their attendant apparatus are bein 
removed, Comical Wal 


arks, and brought mea twopenny one. So far, so good. 
called twopenny ark has eight windows and twé ventilators that 


and a kind of dog, and another dog, who may, perhaps, be a sheep. 
There is a tailless porcine wonder and four unaccountable creatures, 


Mons, W. Permane. 


two French grey and two pink, who may be lambs or hyenas or 
guinea pigs or horses. Nothing—not even Noah—has a tail. Mrs. 
Noah and the young family are missing. Noah is dressed in red, 


which was Danish mourning in the time of Hamlet. 
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A GILDED PILL. 

AN elegant young man of about twenty-three summers was 
reclining upon an old-rose satin couch in a magnificently elaborate 
apartment in a lavishly-appointed house in the most exclusive 
portion of Mayfair. Everything that art, or fabulous wealth, or 
the fashion editor of the London Iteader could suggest was dis- 
played about that apartment. The carpet was of cloth-of-gold, the 
chair-frames of the 21-carat metal itself, upholstered in costly rain- 
bow plush, with diamond and sapphire-headed tacks, The glow 
of the cheerful tire, piled high with ribbon of Bruges to perfume 
the smoke, shone upon a fender of platinum inlaid with rublan and 
emeralds, and every now and again when the black servant, attired 
ina golden citron brocade dress-suit, entered to poke the fire, he 
crplored a solid golden tireiron with mother-o’-pearl handle for 

© Purpose, 

“Enoch,” said the young man, presently, “I fancy I ‘eard the 
area bell ring. Put out the booze and smokes. It may be a pal.” 

With a deep and profound salaam, only done in India and 
Lane melodrama, the black proceeded to obey ; placing a curious 
glass tiask—on which was engraved “ Bricklayers Arms. Twopence 
on return ”—upon a side table, by the side of a box of choice Two- 
fra Tannah’s Coloradodo Claro’s, Then he bowed and retired. 
In a few moments, however, he returned, and, salaaming as before 
—twice before, to be accurate, for he salaamed the door, unin- 
tentionally—he said: 

“May it please you, me lord, it’s a young feller from the patent 
medicine peonie, ss er lordship dropped a pos'card to yesterday.” 
The black salaamed seal disappeared, and 1 peared, 

© again, disa , and presently re-a) 
ahead of a careworn-looking individual in cloth boots. 7 

“ Lord eae ery I presume?” he said, bowing. 

“The same,” replied the elegant one. 

“Yer lordship was good enough to write to our firm offering to 
write us a testimonial to our patent liver piils?” 

“Just so.” 

“How many boxes did yer lordship have?” 

“Only one box—thirteenpenny and a ha'porth.” 
one box! They are marvellous pills, me lord?” 

“Bally marvellous!” 

“ And one box did all that yer lordship required—brought about 
an entire cure, in fact?” 

“ Absolutely.” 

; “ Botteerpahie ! And what, may I ask, was yer lordship suffer- 
ng from?” 

“From poverty, sir—nothing more or less than poverty! One 
box of your marvellous pile laid my poor old uncle out as stiff as 
a bleoming crowbar, and I succeeded to the estates!" 

But, though his lordship penned the testimonial, and the care- 
worn one in the cloth boots went away puffing at a Twofra 
Tannah, we notice that the thing isn't mentioned in the pill 
people's flowery “ad's.” 

eo Se ee 


SHORT-LIVED FELICITY. 
I DREAMED I walked a score of miles 
Amid delightful scenery : 
Through vales that basked in Nature's smiles, 
Through meadows rich with greenery, 
By babbling brook and rippling rill, 
By bowers of rude rusticity. 
And, oh! that dream sutticed to fill 
My heart with rare felicity. 
Through all the morning houra-my soul 
Kept lingering capriciously 
Upon that long, sweet spirit-stroll 
hich cheered me so deliciously. 
1 saw those sylvan scenes through al 
The smokes and fogs of this city ; 
But, ere the night-shades ‘gan to fall, 
How fell my fine felicity ! 


For in a comrade’s house | saw 
A dream-book rare and wonderful— 

A book that thrilled one's heart with awc— 
A book of blood and thunder full. 

And when I scanned the shibboleth — 
Which said with authenticity, 

“To dream of lengthy walks means death,” 
What price my tine felicity? 


ee 


A HAPPY THOUGHT. 
“By George! what a grand idea! We'll do it!” and Mr. Blue- 
blackwell dropped his Zelegraph and leaned back in his chair, in 


thought. e 

°'Bray, what is it that we are to do, Benjamin?” asked matronly 
Mrs. B., as sho paused in her darning and looked up. 

“Why, my dear, give that little family dinner party—to your 
mother and sistera, dear—that we've so long been talking about.” 

“ How thoughtful of you!” 

“Oh, not atall! Only it seeins xo opportune—” 

“ You refer, of course, to this slorious season of peace and good- 
will to’ards all men?” 

“ Well—cr—more or less.” 

“I’ve got a stamp—which is handy, a8 the post-office is closed. 
I'l write off to them right away. I'll say that you've been think- 
ing of it for some time, and——” 

“Oh, no, don't tell an untruth—simply ask them.” 

“But I must give some reason for it, seeing that you've never 
extended the slightest hospitality to them for two years,” 

5 shag aaa that something I read in the paper suggested the 
len to me.” 

So Mrs. Blueblackwell opened her desk and wrote. Then the 
letter was sealed up, stamped, and sent by the maid-of-all-work 
—who had to be shaken out of her jetharae slumbers with her 
head on the kitchen table—to the post. And then Mra. Blueblack- 
well, who was highly delighted, remarked : 

“What paper were you reading, dear, when the idea of asking 

lcar mamma to dinner struck you!” 

“ Telegraph,” eee Benjamin, laconically. 

“ And what pers ular part?” 

Something akin to a half-suppressed chuckle escaped from Ben- 
jamin, but he only asked : 

“Shall I read it to you?” 

“ Yes, do, dear.” 

He cleared his throat, and, hiding his head in the paper, read : 
“ Owing to the mildness of the weather this Christmas, which has 
not been equalled in fifty-two years, a vast quantity of poultry now 
stored in the London ppulterers’ shops will be rend worthless, 
and by Wednesday next will bo cheerfully ‘cleared out’ by the 
luckless poulterers, who will be glad to get a penny or twopence a 
— ge fast turning——” 


* * * . * * 

The doctor extracted seventeen splinters of the broken decanter 
from different parts of Blueblack well's head, and he is progressin 
favourably ; on the other hand, Mrs. B., who caught a violent col 
standing at the postal pillar-box to intercept that letter of invita- 
tion, and square the early morning postman to let her do 0, is not 
s0 well. The party is indefinitely postponed. 
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11 
LORD ARTHUR'S FIANCEE. 


—s-— 

Tue Rev. Richard eorle and Lord Arthur Pemberton had 
been great chums at Oxford, und when the former met his lordship 
one day in the men d(T 
tr 


Strand, aftera long aie 
interval he could 
not help noticing 
how ill he looked, 
and he told him 


| 


“The fact is, 
Dick,” said Lord 
Arthur, “I have 
got to be married, 
and I don't like 
the business at all. 
The match has 


been arranged by 
our respective 
families, and I 
haven't ston secn 
my fiancée yet. 
Indeed, I have 
come up to town 
to be introduced 
to her, but I would 
er face half a 
dozen African 
lions, and if it was 
not for my old 
mother, I would 
start for Matabele- 
to-morrow.” 
“You want 
something to dis- 
tract your 
aya observ- 
ed Temple. “Come down to my parish in Whitechapel and do a bit 
of slumming. You will see so much misery there, that you will 
forget your own troubles.” 
“That's a good idea,” said Pemberton. “I'll start to-morrow.” 
° * * e . e 
Lord Arthur made his way with some difficulty up the dark, 
crazy, evil-smelling stairs which led to the attics in which lay a 
sick child, whose mother was out aghrs 3 This was not his lord- 
ship's firat visit, so he mounted them without tripping up. 
entering the squalid room, however, he stopped short os 
though he had been shot—as, in truth, he had with Cupid's arrow. 
On a chair, mending stockings by the side of the sick child's bed, 
he perceived the most charming girl it had ever been his good 
fortune to meet, and tho miserable surroundings only seemed to 
make her delicate, patrician beauty the more conspicuous, 
On hearing a footstep, she said, in a voice as sweet as the sound 
Dr ee “> of a silver bell, with- 
“out turning her eyes: 
“Will you come 
and help me_ with 
Annie, please? 
want to shake up her 
bed.” 


Eagerly Lord Arthur 
advanced and took 
the ailing child in his 
arms as tenderly as a 
woman could have 
done. 


“1 beg your par- 
don,” exclaimed the 
beautiful girl, flushing 
deeply, when she dis- 
covered whom she 
had called to her as- 
sistance, “I thought 
it was Annie's mo- 
ther.” 

“ Don't mention it,” 
replied Pemberton. 
“Annie and 1 know 
one another, don’t we, 
Annio?” 


4. you about, who reads 
The okl, old story. 80 ber Bs 
When the visit was 
concluded, Lord Arthur accompanied his companion to the soup 
kitehcn, where she was introduced to him by Temple as Sister Amy. 

They met again and again, and, in spite of everything and 
everybody, he determined to try and win Sister Amy for his wife, 

They were walking down a crowded atreet lined with costers 
barrows containing malodorous viands as his lordship told her the 
old, old story ; but, as faras he was concerned, it might have becn 
the Garden of the Hesperides. " 

“ But your friends,” said Sister Amy—“ what will they say?” 

Then he told her of the arrangement which had been made for 
him, and how he loathed the idea of the mariage de conrenance— 
how he loved only her, and would wed only her. 

Then came the sweetest words that Jover ever listened to, and 
she acknowledged that she loved him; but she would not consent 
to be his until he had seen his siancer, explained matters, and 
obtained her consent. 

One sweet kiss, 
which seemed to set 
all the blood in_ his 
body on fire, and he 
returned to his bache- 
lor chambers. 


e ° 

It was the Duchess 
of Montgomery's 
drawing - room, and 
Lord Arthur was 
awaiting his fate in 
the shape of the Lady 
Amicia, his jiancée, 
the duchess’s niece. 
The door opened and 
he_ turn round, 
steeling his heart to 
the task before him. 
One moment's as- 
tonished silence, and 
then, exclaiming, 
“Amy, my own dar- 
ling, what does this 
mean?” he_ clasped 
the lovely girl to his 
breast. 

“It means, dear,” 
explained Amy, 28 
soon as she could re- 

in her breath, “that 

am Lady Anmicia 
Montgomery, anc : » 
that I will not consent to you marrying anyone but my own self. 

And Lady Amicia made the loveliest bride, and Lord Arthur was 
the happiest bridegroom, that the Rev, Richard Temple had ever 
married, 


A moment's astonished silcuce 


123 ALLY 


The §, 


NO WONDER. 
“To you know, Major, T nm sorry to find the rood old cnstom of kissing 
niler the mistictoe has gone out of fashion. J bave been here hal/ aa 
hour and nobody has taken advantage of it.” 


Judge, And what can you do? 
Witness, Only plain coukiug, yer honour, 


4° Afiss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIEB’S FRIENDS. 


- \ 


“Under the sca, under the sea, ALLY, that knowing bird, glides with Zacchi. 
Yes, dear Sir Augustus, you can cut Signor Albertieri out of your beautiful and 
fautastic Fish Ballet, aml engage the great, eminent and only ALEXANDER SLOPER, 
Fequire, F.0O.M. and W., to fill his place for the entire run of your jolly pantomime, 
Robinson Crusoe.” “ Well,” said Sir Augustus Harris, always ready to accummodate 
a friewl, “we will the change in the cast for a night, aud then——" “And then, 
my dear Sir Gussy,” cried A. SLOPER, airily, “you will say, ‘SLOPBR, your judg- 
ment is sound,’ and engage me then and there till, say, Kaster. Iam, as you are 
aware, lizhteome of foot. You woukl see a specimen of my terpsichorean ability ? 
Yon shall! Behold!" “Oo! confonud you!” criel Sir Augustus, hopping on one 
foot and holding the other in an agunised grip. “My dear boy!" ejaculated the 
Eminent, “I'm awfully sorry, but you shoukin’t get in the way. I require scope, 
which the stage of Ohl Drury can give—awl, look here, during the evolutions of the 
Gunny tribe 1 will take the opportunity to interview the fuir danseuse, Zucchi.” 


NEW YEAR’S MORN ON 


No, 321.—Miss Macaig WILMor. 
“Oh, el ing M. ie, wilt not be my bride?” 
h, charming Magyic, y sa lee iphrs 


© Ter eyes enslaved me at a glance !” —Lord lw, 


© The fairest mail the world has ever known !" 
—The Hlon, Lilly. 


se seria 


(2) The next moment he waa flying through space into the 
i 


First Pooting expediti 
(1) The Rhler, wtarnit from a ing expedition, prottstort 


reat he wan ap 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


spirit of Modern Cramming. Go away, man, we 
don't want clowns—it interrupts the studies, 
Clown. Mean to say, chappie, you're going in fur my 
line of business ? 


THE BROWSIDE. 


(Saturday. January 13, 1894, 


“T have been in two divorce suits, an: 
yet lo not seem to succee! on the staye.” 
—Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MDLLE. ZUCCHI. 


“SLOrER,” said Sir Augustus, sternly, “only on one condition do you appear in +" 
Fish Ballet to-night.” “Yes, aml that is?” “That all interviews ure taboneh,” 
“All right, anything to oblige; but won't Mille, Zacchi be drenifully disappuintel ?” 
“SLoPER, I can confidently answer—most emphatically NO!" Night came; Sir 
Augustus had sent special mersengers round to all the critica, and they were in frout 
in full force. A. SLOPER gave an entirely new reading of the part. Not only dit 
he exert himself to the utmost to support Mille, Zucchi, but why her beautiful face 
‘was clouled all the time by an almost savaye frown instew! of wearing the usual 
beam he knoweth not. Lor! how he laughel with the little lobsters, mnilel on the 
Final sprate, gushed with the gurnets, smirked at the shrimps, tlirtes! with the yin; 
gurnards, inashed the mackerel, and rollickel with the raintow wragges! Sen- 
horsis—exerpt, perhaps, those nt the Lane—shall not draw fra hin a deseription 
of the favours ghuwered upon him by a generous public; sufice it that he namyel 
to dodge them all except one—a ys imger-beer buttle, 


(3) And the Ehler mid, “T'm a bit new at the angel businem, but I had nae notion that when they 
“Uchted they cam’ sic a severe dunt on the croons o’ their heeds.” 
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Saturday, danuary 13, 1894.) 
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+ Maveuester Anoy Il 
yl DericuvEeD T° 


SenrBocllel “ea ea Fog 


Selecuowrcn = a= Seeing the NewNear-ire» 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. ! 


g—renlly we've got a touch of winter at Inst, and = which re scldon fails :—The new canal is, we'll engage A foremost wonder of the age :—Yes, be 
no mistake. But, the weather notwithstanding, your old pal has been hard at itcollecting seasonable it sown or be it late, A fog is surely London's fate :—Ca driving still, at eighty years, Ie William 
material, and here is the result of his labours. ~My only hope is that you will fully appreciate my —_Thomaz, it appears :—On New Yvrar's Bee the crowd was quite A stirring and impressive sight.— 
etlorts :-—'Zis only once a year that Gus In cer detected doing thus:—Ilis yrara now number four There you are, ladies and gentlemen, that’s all I can do for you now. Same time next week, if you 
score four; Let's hope he'lt lice for many more :—The shops are holding * Winter Sales," A’lure please come early and avoid the crush,—Yours, THE SLOPERIAN SILOWMAN, 


L os 
Tide) 


Ugh! it’s chilly, isn’t it? F snow, and fo; 


NEW BROOMS SWEEP CLEAN. 


bh. a 


“Oh 


( 
Sid Hie ‘ 
LS i pg 
Ue 4 4 ipl gf Vi) Lf. {FF 
/ CIPLC y fa ad 
WTI fy A f | hire 
Resse, Why don't yon have that on yonr heal ? 28 Wf, “es PLAN fil 

Shee robles Jay La Hed erenens meet en alana S58" “Don't sou think we might afford a brougham 2” “What—bevanse we've got a carriage eweep, T suppose.” 


EE A EET OB LOLS EIT I i ee eee 
2 1, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


ALTHOUGH ida 8 quiet, eo far as old England iu concerned, 
the Auarchists on the Continent seem to be going at present just 
: about as 

5 strong and 

= as 
could pos- 
sibly be im- 
ngined, and 
France 
and Spain 
have both 


to destroy 
human life, 


frustrated in 
this desire, 
their das- 
tardly at- 
tacks upon 
a crowded 
theatre in 
Spain and 
the House of 


France, will long be remembered by the people of both countries. 


A. SLOPER is pleased to hear that nearly 30,000 shares belonging 
to the Manchester Ship Canal Company are distributed among the 
working classes, The probabilities are that in twelve months’ time 
each of these shares will be quoted at three times its original value, 
The working classes are therefore to be complimented on their dis- 
cernment in “ nosing” out a good thing. 


be deeply regret to announce the early demise of A. SLOPER'S 
ro utions for the New Year, which took place January Ist, 
1s, at 12 Amt. Jtequiescat in pace. 


s 

ArTER dancing, the pastime which chiefly commends itself to 
the mind of Loveliness is, undoubtedly, skating. Jack Frost, this 
year, as far as the outdoor 
sport is concerned, seems 
determined to baulk this 
desire ; 20 the consequen- 
ces are that the numerous 
ekating-rinks abounding 
in the Metropolis are at 
present doing a roaring 
trade, Fancy dress car- 
nivals on skates are 
almost a weekly occur- 
rence, and rinking now 
seems to be as popular as 
ever it was. « 


Now, then, you budding 
philanthropiste, hurry ups 
if you please! “Ally 
Sloper's Poor Relief 
Fund” awaits your con- 
tributions big and small, 
and the Mildewed him- 
self stands close handy 
with a full-sized blessing 
reser to bestow upon the 
kindly givers. Don't 
hang back; we're doing 
a lot of i, and re- 
lieving hundreds of poor, 
hungry, shivering crea- 
tures, but there are thou- 
sands more who . 
charity, and the bounty of our readers is our only means of 
satisfying them. Now, then, please, who spenks first? 


s 
Mr. McGooseey has now recovered from the temporary indis- 
position with which he was attacked soon after the termination of 
the Christmas festivities, and the Flect Street “publica” have 
resumed their customary appearance of activity. 


ALTHOUGN almost satiated with gorgeous spectacles and exhibi- 
tions of all descriptions, we must not overlook the fact that in 
“Niagara in Winter,” now on view at Westminster, we have one of 
the moat realistic and artistic oan of the age. To thore who 
have not yet viewed the marvellous sight, A. SLOPER would recom- 
mend an carly visit. *,° 

EXCELLENT as is invariably the German Reed programme, the 
entertainment now presented at St. George's Hall by these old-estab- 

? lished enter- 
tainers surpas- 
resanything 
that has pre- 
viously been 
attempted by 
» them. Inatead 
of the single 
operetta, we are 
treated to two 
somewhat 
shorter ones, 
with the ever- 
mirth - provok- 
ing Corney 
Grain sketc 
sandwiched be- 
tween. Peggy's 
Plot and The 
Ugly Duckling 
are the reapec- 
tive namea of 
these two little 
musical tritles, 
In the former, 
of which we 
give an illus- 
tration, Mr. 
German Reed's 
dry humourand 
Miss Fanny Holland's charming voice eke much applause ; 
whilst Zhe Ugly Duckling, with Mr. Corney Grain, @ (a Oscar 
Wilde, as a poet of the fleshy school, is unquestionably the funniest 
thing ever seen on the St. George's Hall stage. There is Mr, 
Grain’s sketch, too, full of that delightfully cheery humour and 
pungent satire that make his work so acceptable. His remarks 
never offend. Each sees in them the faults and follies of a neigh- 
bour, and never by any chance their own, Everyone should sec 
the German Reed show. There is not a theatre in London where 
two more amusing hours could be spent. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Business at the Oxford Music-Hall at present is as brisk us ever 
period, And that such is the cuse caunot 


Er 


{it has been at any previous 
be wondered at. Coneidae: 
ing that we are now in the 
midst of the pantomime 
season, the programme 
there is just about as stron 
as it possibly could be, Hs 
indeed, includes the names 
of every star at present in 
London, With such artistes 
as Albert Chevalier, Dutch 
Daly, R. G. Knowles, 
Charles Godfrey, and Kate 
James included in its com- 
staded gate Sal i 

pen upon to ho! 
own ball rivals, 

s 

In order to allay public 
anxiety on the subject, it 
is well to state that Cousin 
Evelina’s new poem, “The 
Dawn of al Ooipe. es 
acce y Quips. © 
ogi admirers or that 
astounding aud absolutely 
unrivalled ha'porth may go 
on purchasing it with un- 


al con oS 
Russta is going to re- RES 

model its income tax this 

year, and the plan for so ged comes into operation this 
month. It will put a lot more of the burden on the well-to-do 
classes than they have hitherto borne, and altogether spare the 
long-suffering peasant. Bravo, Russia! It's about time you did 
something for your poor and impotent. Isn't it? 


Tne Mildewed Mohammedan has this day been pleased to 
confer the “ Award of Merit” upon BoLossy KIRALPY, because he 
has given ua“Constantinople,.” “Feyther,” bleated the Agure-Orbed, 
“blest if I don’t think Bolossy’s a bit ahead of brother Imre 
after all. Now that we can get foreign capitals brought over to 
us like this ‘ere, Cook and Gaze ‘Il ‘ave to take a back seat.” And 
the A beamed approval, and the two trotted off to Addison 
Road for a sherbet an cigarette, a 


s 
THE statement that the Ball’s Pond Banditti are about to join 
forces with the foreign Anarchists is a calumny. As Larks! 
readers are aware, the chivalry of those modern “knights of the 
road” has never been questioned, and the mere suggestion that 
they would ally themselves with such cowardly scum as these 
bomb-flinging murderers is the deadliest of insults. 


ONCE again have the wishes expressed in the will of that worthy 
old Thespian, Robert Baddeley, been carried into effect, and cake 
and wine distrib- 
uted upon Twelfth 
Night to indigent 
mummers under 
the historic roof 
of Old Drury. 
Once again, too. 
hastheever genial 
and _ hospitable 
Sir Augustus 
Harris improved 
the occasion oy 
inviting 1 
Bohemian \- 
don, and numer- 
ous others not 
strictly within 


uous among the 
sea of well-known 
faces present upon 
this ee — ee . 
sion was, of course, that of A. SLOPER, whose physiognomy is 
not one to be easily missed, and right well did the Oh Man noquit 
himself, draining the flowing bow! with illustrious actors and 
paywrights, and leading beauty in the mazy dance with all that 
genial grace characteristic of h 8 nature. 


* 

Mr. °L1ZA ARMSTRONG-STEAD jis really growing more impolite 
every day. His address at the Women's Club, Chicago, is not 
likely to be forgotten by the fair audience for a precious 
long time; and, truly, William's remarks would have been more 
appropriate ina girls’ reformatory or women’s rescue home than in 
the fashionable, literary and artistic institution in which they were 
delivered. We shouldn't be surprised to hear that William had 
been tarred and feathered. He's been going it just a bit too strong. 


= 
THE gentleman who recently and publicly declared, at St. James's 
Hall, that Mrs, Sloper is an Anarchist, because of the fre- 
uency with which ehe blows up her husband, will probably hear 
urther of the inatter from the Indy's own solicitors. 


s 
Pity the poor parenta! Tom, Robert, Willie, Effie, Kate and 
Jessie are all home from school—have been, in fact, since a few 
dave before Christmas, Dear, delightful children as they are, their 
little eccentricities with regard to furniture, and their peculiar ideas 


te —~—S 

respecting the live stock of the establishment. are a trifle discon- 
certing ; whilst their appetites and the noise they create are both 
little short of the marvellous. Well, well! Black Monday isn’t 
very far off now; and, with their disappearance, peace and order 
will again reign supreme. 


(Saturday, January 13, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING 20TH JANUARY, 1694, 
— 


14th January, 1891.— In Paris, the cquivalent of our 
“Black Maria,” in Which felona and “ suspects” have the honour of 
conveyance free of charge from police-court to prison, is called 
the Panier 4 salade. A curious and unhappy adventure once 
happened to one of the cochers (driver) of t conveyances, 
By right of thirty years’ service of the drivers, he had acquired 
not only a pension of £48 sterling, but also a knife with 
which a celebrated assassination had been committed a 
quarter of a century ago—a valued relic he was never tired of 
showing to his friends. This day the retired cecher came up from 
the village where he cultivates his reminiscences and cabbages to 
draw his quarterly stipend at the Ministry of Finance. Kmerging 
from that cotabliohinens with £12 in his pocket, as well as the 
famous knife, which he had brought with him in case he meta 
lady and gen‘ whom he often, when on active duty, 
driven from gaol to the Palais de Justice and back again, the 
cocher was not above nising old acquaintances, and he invited 
them to dinner in a humble café he knew in the Latin Quarter. 
After the repast he fell asleep, unfortunately, and was surprised 
when he awoke to find that he was minus his coat, tcoat, 
trousers, £12, and the famous knife. His ungrateful Taner 
had rob! him of everything worth carrying away! The loss of 
the celebrated knife was the cruellest cut of all, and raised in his 
breast such anger that it was with difticulty he was restrained from 
Sear = of the house, in the scanty garments left him, to search 
or the thieves. 


15th January, 1645.—Writing in Rome this day, Evelyn 
says: “The zitelle, or young wenches, which are to have portions 
= them by the Pope, being poore, and to marry them, walked 

procession to St. Peter's, where the Veronica was shew'd.” 


16th January, 1794.—Gibbon, the historian, who died this 
day, once fell in love with a beautiful lady at Lausanne, and went 
down on his knees to tell her so. Deaf to his entreaties, she bade 
him rise, but his weighty person, unaccustomed to such a position, 
was not ly restored to ita proper balance. Iler st: h was 
not sufficient to aid him, and she was obliged to ring the bell for a 
manservant to raise the prostrate scholar. 


17th January, 1890,—A case was heard this day at Lough- 
borough County Court, in which a retired lawyer named Giles claimed 
five guineas froma farmer named Walker, for damages to his garden 
through thistles, It was stated that Walker's tield, three hundred 
yards away, grew thousands of thistles, the down from which was 
carried by the wind into Giles‘s shrubbery and garden, being caught 
by the trees. Giles said he had employed three men and a womau 
pulling up the thistles, After four hours’ hearing, the jury give a 
verdict for the plaintiff, assessing the damages ut three guireas, 
La defence was that the thistles grew on the surrounding land 


18th January, 1797.—John Hayne, huntsman for twenty- 
five years to William Barber, of Temmington, Ksq., died this day, 
e ° e 


. e * 
“Tlere was his course arrested. Then draw near, 
Sons of the Chase, and drop the piteous tcar, 
Now o'er his tomb while you impassioned bend 
And pensive think on your departed frieud ; 
Repeat the tale conveyed in simple strain, 
Aud sighing, say, ‘Here lies poor honest Hayne.’” 
19th January, 1729.—Of William Congreve, the dramatist, 
who died this day, aged tifty-cight, Dr. Kippis says: * Tho Duchess 
of Marlborough had his figure made in wax after his death, talked 
to it, as if it had been alive, placed it at the table with her, took 
great care to help it to different kinds of food, had an imrginary 
raw place in its leg regularly dressed, and, to complete all, con- 
sulted physicians with Neard to its health.” 
20th Jan , 1843.—Daniel McNaughten this day shot 
Edward Drummond, the private secretary to Sir Robert Peel, when 
passing along Whitehall. It was evident that the intended victim 
was Sir Robert Peel himself. 


— 


CHEAP JACK. 
“Hr! a tong Given away for nothink! Bargains, real 
bss aaa (Penny whistle—Toot, toot !). Rally round, ladies and 
n 


re’s a tasty article. A unemployed workman. Twig the card 
on ‘is ‘at: ‘Willin’ to work, but carn't get none.’ Ar! the ‘ardest 
‘arted perlitical ‘conomist might drop a tear at the sight o’ recte- 
tudniss like that. In his ‘and ’e carries a red tlag, with a ‘urf- 
quartin loaf on the end o’ the pole. W’y don't 'e eat it? Because 
(acl ‘ungry. Beer takes aw’y the happytite, an’’e's ‘ad a skinful 


ready. 
“Wot does the old os ? 'Ecarn’t bea genuine employed ! 
Who ever sed 'e wos? e genuine unemployeds ain't got no time 
for demonstrations. *re too busy lookin’ for work to ‘ave 
time to treat theirselves to a ‘appy day on Tower 'Ill._ 1f you want 
to 'elp ‘im, send ‘arf a bull to ‘Sloper’s Christmas Appeal Fund,’ 
Ninety-nine Shoe Lane. Don't put it in the box the feller with the 
red flag rattles at yer in the street... . ‘Ere, won't nobody buy? 
Not an offer? etek Not one bloomin’ offer? 

_ “You shall ‘ave ‘im for foppence ; and I tell yer wot—I'll throw 
ina Anarchist. ’And me that Anarchist up out o' the cart. ’Knery. 
Rally up, ladics and gents. (Whistle and drum). 

_“Oo'll buy a Anarchist? "E ain't expensive to keep. On'y give 
‘ima little dynamite, an’ a bottle o° nitro-glycerine, and 2 empty 
lobster-tin, or 2 old rage with a pound or two o’ shoemaker's 
nails, an’ ‘e's all right. °E’ll sit an’ make bombsall day, re bape as 
gold, an’ if ’e gits the chanst o’ throwin’ one into the middle of 
crowd 0’ swell-dressed folks as’as committed the atrocious crime o’ 
Jookin’ “apy. an’ well-dressed, an’ ‘avin’ money in their pockets, 
bless yor! ‘e'll be‘appy forayear. Look at'is expression! here's 
asmile! (Drum). on’t no one make a offer? Chuck ‘im back 
into the barrel, 'Enery. (Drum, drum, drum). 

“‘Kre's another lovely lot, suitable for the reason. A gale an’ 
snowstorm of extraord’nary strength. Warranted to lift off stone 
copings and drop ’em into the street. Will stripa zinc roof off 3 
meetin’-‘ouse, and roll it up like paper; and blow a cabman orf ‘is 
box into the front winders of ‘is own wehicle ; and carry a stout old 
Indy over the railin’s o° mareit Jetty, an’ swamp 1 fishin’ fleet, an’ 
sink a three-master with all’ands. Won't nobody bid? Goin’ 
chear! (Drum). Where's your public spirit? I'd be ashamed if 

was you: 

“But I'll give you another chanst. ‘Ere! (Drum). ‘Old ‘im 
up, ’Enery ! This is a fash'nable pag Aree gee to a Lord—as 
was charged. at the instance of the National Society for the Pro- 
tection of Kids, before the Huntingdon Bench of Beaks, for ill- 
treatin’ an’ starvin’ 'is own young family. Lived on the fat o’ the 
land, an’ fed them on bread and lard. Give ‘em seventeen names 
a-piece, when ‘e baptised ‘em, an’ thought ’e’d done ‘is dooty as a 

rent. Ain't ’e a beauty? Not much! Chuck ‘in back, ’Enery. 

Nobody don’t want 'im at any price. (Drum). 

“Come, I'm a-goin’ to tempt you now. ‘And up ‘Sloper's 
Christmas Number,’ ‘Enery! Cheap at the price, ladies and gents. 
Fun and frolic, jokes and jollity, all for tuppence! Ar, I thought 
that ‘ud fetch em! The public knows wots wot— *And ’em ou 
Knery, don't you see the gentlemen and ladies are in a ’urry 
On'y ‘ear the coppers rattlin’.” (Drum, whistle, drum). 
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TO SWALLOW-TAIL BEARERS. 


(A movement is afoot to chanse the present sombre hue of men's evening 
dress fur something of a parti-coloured kind.) 


WE'VE lately heard 
That swells are stirred 
Gainst certain customs 
that oppress ; 

And each bewnils 
Black swallow-tsils, 
Aud longs for brighter 

evening dress ! 


And some suggest 
That coat and vest 
And other things 
(which you will 
ste 
Would be more bright 
In black and white— 
A parti-coloured even- 
ing dress 


Thus, ina while, 
The “draught-boird ” 


style, 
Of conts, ete. we'll pos. 
BERS ; 
And colours ga 
Will come disp! ay, 
All scattered o'er malo 
evening dress ! 


THE USES OF ADVER-TISEMENT. 

Fire chapee- I understand you're going to get married, old 
chap, ch 

Newwd Chappie. That's so, 

First Lf ft But—cr—it costs such a lot—er. Just look at 
the expense of furnishing. 

Seoul Chappie, Ah! Umall snug there. My girl conducts the 
“tlouxe Decoration” columns in a ladies’ paper. 

eo 


A MINIATURE SHOCKER. 

Sie was a fair young creature. 

Qf some eighteen summers—more or leas, 

She wore a slightly alarmed look and a brown braided jacket at 
eighteen and cleven-three, sale price. 

Rpe occupied one corner of the five something or other to Herne 
Hill. 

ut she was not alone. 

‘f ' 


No! 

A beetle-browed ruffian sit in the further corner and glowcred 
darkly upon the hapless girl. 

He wore a long black cloak. 

A slouch hat. 

And 2 general air of mystery which would have befitted a 
siusage factory. 

Ly the feeble light of the lamp above, his eyes seemed to shine 
with a devilish malignity as he gazed across at his helpless 
companion. % 

Or victim? ee 

Aht oa Oe 

The train sped re pa \ 
on into the deepen- fy ' 
ing mist. 

It would stop no 
more until — until 
it reached Lough- 
boro’ Junction. 

What tragedy is 
this? dt. 

What tale of hor- 
ror are weabout to 
unfold? 

_ Reader, have pa- 
tence, 

The black- 
browed  ruftian 
looked craftily F 
ncresa at the luckless girl from beneath his coal-bfick lashes. 

Her eves fell beneath his piercing gaze. : ; 

Rapidly, pieauly his long, lean right hand disappeared in the 
breast of his cloak: tel 

The girl raised her eyes and saw theaction. Her hair stiffened ; 
her very heart’s blood seemed to freeze within her, and she sat in 
mute horror gazing at the villain with terror-stricken looks. 

He was feeling for a concealed weapon. There could be no doubt 
of it. 

In another moment all would be over, and she, a bleeding corse 
upon the floor, with this murderer, this gloating o'er his 
dread handiwork. . 

Oh, for the power to think, to pull the communication cord, to 
scream for the help which must come too late ! 

The assassin removed hig hand. The light glinted upon the 
burnished metal of his pisto), 

le raised it deliberately and— 

tanec! 

The girl sprang quickly into the air with a eingle cry, and then 

nine bak upon the seat. 
Jerre 

No; the man had only taken out his brandy tlask, and the train 

had gone over a fog signal. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
Doram DE WARBOROUGH. 


THE led per clerks of London town 
Ave all in vain a-trying 

To reckon up and reckon down 
The bills before them lying. 

The figures grow confused and dim ; 
The ink-lines dance before ‘em ; 

Their brains like eddying whirlpools 


feel 
yuereerey | 
‘ eue . 


swim, 5 
With thoughts of dainty Doram! 


Young dude forget their tlowers to wear, 
And antiquated friskers . ‘ 

Who dye, for Doram’s sake, their hair, 
Forget to dye their whiskers. 

And mashers old and mashers young 
Each evening, sang decorum, 

Ferocious fight with hand and tongue 
To get a word from Doram! 


rrom stocks and shares, and bulls and 


ars, ‘ 
The broker's mind keeps wandering ; 
Aud naught for books the bookworm 
cares— ; 
O'er thoughts of love he's pondering. 
Ken preachers in their pulpits fail 
To see the tlocks before ‘em; 
They view, a3 in a dream, the pale 
Patrician face of Doram ! 
—EE 


ANSWERED. 
Policeman (stopping Tramp with drcss- 
coat over hia arm). Where did you get that cont? ' 
Tramp, Frow my tailor, of course! Lam going to the Bachelors 
Ball to-night. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-B8OX. 


———= 
46 WALDEMAR AVENUF, FULHAM, S.W., 
Devember Wth, 1803. 

Dear ALLY SLopeRr,—I beg your acceptance of the inclosed 
postal order (54.) in aid of your “ Appeal for the Destitute Poor of 
Jondon.” With the season's greetings, 1am, sincerely yours, 

MARY ANNE VICTOR (Criterion Theatre). 


Lyceum THEATRE, LoNdON, December 31st, 1803, 
DEAR S1R,-—Please tind inclosed les, 6d. for your “ Christmas 
Appeal.” Compliments of the season. 
Cc. LAURI. 


Yours truly, 
TROCADERO, Loxnon, January Lat, 1894. 
Dear Sin,—Herewith P.O, for £1 for your “Christmas Appeal.” 
Yours truly, ALBERT CHEVALIER, 


PAVILION Music-HALL, Lonnon, W., January 2nd, 1804. 
DEAR Sin,—Inclosed please tind Postal Order for 102., In nid of 
the children’s free dinners, With best wishes for the success of 
your good work, and a very happy new year, 
beg to remain, yours truly, MARIE LE BLANC. 


——@ 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No, 200.—HE Goes THE WAY or ALL ILesi. 

A. SLOPER lately did a thing 
That certainly will shortly bring 
To jnss a needed reformation 
Through all the breadth of Englvnd’s nation. 
I'm not alluding to his val- 
ant opening of the Ship Canal ; 
I'm not alluding to the tact 
Which passed the School Attendance Act; 
I'm not alluding to the way 
In which—base wretch !—on New Year's Day, 
New knights and baronets he made 
Of folks who for his drinks had paid. 

A greater deed inspires my Muse's zeal ; 

The Shogwunk stepped upon an orange peel! 


Tn train and tram, in boat and ship, 
The news went round from lip to lip 
That ALLY SLorEer, World's Protector— 
The strong, the brave, the bold ax [lector 
While in» London street a-strolling, 
Ifad suddenly gone headlong rolling 

Into the diteh, because his slithering heel 

Had gone slipsloppering oer an orange peel! 


The news to many a bishop flew, 

And deep, deep sighs the bishops drew, 

While thinking that a friend so clever 

The church had nearly lost for ever. 

The patriots of St. Stephen's heard, 

And all their hearts were struck and stirred 

With fear, lest, through his fearful fall, 

They'd lose the noblest of them all. 

The Poor of London heard the tale, 

And pallid cheeks grew doubly pale. 
“The Friend, who for our sutferings most doth feel, 
Has stepped—Heaven help us !—on an orange pecl !” 


But SLoper's all his life been used 

To getting battered, banged, and bruised ; 

‘And like an india-rubber ball 

Up bounced he from his fearsome fall. 

And why I write these lines is merely 

To tell the Tee people cheer'ly 

That full soon a Nact will be 

To keep all urban pavements free 
From slippering filth which trips the hurrying heel, 
Since SLOPER’s stepped upon an orange pel! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEHBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUNSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £109 2s. O4d. 

SINCE RECEIVED: — A. SLOPER, Esq. F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
Mr.and Mra. SUMPTRR, 58,3 Capt. FRED COLLINS, F.0.S., 58.; GEOPFREY, JOUN, 
and NEVILLE, 68. 6d.; “Tom,” 3s.; CHARLES CoBoRN, 58.5 Jf. BEKKBOHM 
TREE, £1 1s.; Mr. HORNER, Gd; MAUD RICHARDSON, 5s.; FP. H. TOWNSEND, 58.5 
Coliected by Katin Puibuirs, £1 Is. 6d.; G.W. HUNTER, 5s.; ANON (South 
Woodford), 2s. 6d.; MARY ANNE VICTOR, 5s.; Siguor L. ALBEKTIERI, F.O.S., 10s,; 
W. J. (Halifax), ls: “ANON,” 28, Gd; MARTE LE BLANC, 108.; Citas, LAURI, 
10s, 6d; ALBERT CHEVALIER, £1; “ BACKUUUSE,” 28, 6d.; MINNIB CUNNING- 
NAM, £1 1s.; J. SMITH (Camden Street), 2s. 6d.; HARRY NICUOLLS, £1 1s. 
Sir FREDERICK LEIGUTON, £1. 

Makiug a total received up to January 3r-1, 1#94, £190 18s, Ujd. 


ee 


THE FATAL FIRST. 
THE first word ! the first word ! 
The first word of strife! 
Let wife to husband say it not, 
Let husband not to wife ! 
And eoon the ire will all be sped 
That else had long been nursed ; 
For the second word will ne'er be said, 
If you never say the first! 


The first drink ! the first drink 
Of brandy, beer, or wine ! 

O youth or maiden, bear it not 
To those budding lips of thine. 

Ilow many souls, in shame deep sank, 
The Bottle Fiend has cursed ! 

But the second drink will ne'er be drunk, 
1f you never drink the first! 

Se 


ON THE SAME LAY. 

HE wasa pallid-faced young aspirant for church honours, and 
he had been submitting, with more or less impatience, to a general 
cross-examination by « bottle-nosed individual who sat opposite 
him in the train, “And what are vou going to do fora livin’?” 
asked the latter at length. *'Ow are you going to make your for- 
tune, eh?” The embryo bishop looked loftily at his questioner, 
“T'm about to take orders, sir,” he said, proudly, “Ah!” said the 
bottle-nosed man, “are you really, now? Well, shake hands, then ; 
I'm an old bagman myself. Laces and buttons was my line, and, 
you bet, | can put you up toa few ints.” 

eee 


MUSICAL. 

French Prefect. This new Anarchist paper is altogether too 
inflammatory. 

Police Commissioner, Ah! you are right there, 


L It isan organ 1 
shall have pleasure in putting a siop to. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Which of Scott's novels may a rejected lover name, to describe 
his rejection ?—“ I've-n-' No.” : 

WAKE-FULNEss: A plethora of drink obtained at o certain Irish 
ceremony. 

“By Jove! I’ve missed the post!” as our drunken poet said, 
when he made a futile grab at it, and fell into the ditch. 

News from No-wear": A messuge to say that your friend has 
had his clothes stolen while bithing. 
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SMYTHE. 
(A Story or MEDLAVAL Tiss.) 
== 
CHAPTER X. 

MURIELDA SMYTHE, wife of Geotlrey De Smythe, and daughter 
of s humble forester, was not without her proper pride. She it was 
who was con. 
ceed annong 
the shrubbery, 
when Geoffrey * 
De Smythe, 
with « view to 
deceiving his 
father, had 
kissed the Lady 
Elfrida; and it 
was her pallid 
but firm lips 
which muttered, ~ 
“ he's falee.” 

Murielda had 
no means of 
knowing — that 
Geoffrey's — ac- 
tion was one of 
policy, Jf he 
wan to desert ‘ 
her, it would at 
least well 
that the initia- 
tive should be 
with her. To 
resolve was to 
act with Muriel- 
da; and it cost 
her few pangs 
to crop her hair 
like that of a 
boy ; and, don- 
ning a youth's 
dress, which 
haply was in her father's cottege, she stole from the parental roof 
and set out, she knew not, neither cared she whither, 

Murielda made a pretty boy, and, as she had been brought up in 
the forest, she had few terrors, But she would have preferred to 
have some sort of protection in her travels, and it was with joy, 
therefore, she recognised John De Smythe as one of her woodland 
trainers. He knew not, of course, of his brother's marriage, but 
she felt, that, in emergency, she had but to disclose herself to 
secure hia continued protection. 

And she hoped to be uscful to her two companions. She had 
overheard a part of the confidences between John De Sinythe and 
Bill Brown ere she had disclosed her presence, She had Jearned 
that they proposed to make their fortunes by means of pills an 
ointments, and she hugged to her heart the knowledge that on 
these matters she per- 
haps knew more than 
they did. Murielda had 
been educated to suit 
her times—and _ stir- 
ring times they were. 
Broken heads were 
plentiful, and surgeons 
were few; and it be- 
hoved the ntry to 
’ be skilful in the con- 
coction of potions that 
would aid sufferers in 
the frequent fights of 
the time. Murielda 
had studied the sub- 
ject thoroughly, and 

new how to mix a 
draught—the taste of 
which was quite enough 
to resuscitate a previ- 
ous year's corpse—anil 
had also much skill 
in mixing ointments 
that, with the aid of 
nature, closed serious 
gaps in the human 
anatomy. She was the 
less fearful, therefore, 
in offering her services, 
and joyfully accepted 
the ‘opportunity of 
going to London. 

As they tramped on 
their weary way Murielda frequently stopped, and culled various 
re soe es, and Brown watched her with curious eyes ; at 
len, e said : 

“And might I ask with what intent you gather so big a bouquet 
of these simple weeds?” 

“They are not weeds,” said Murields, “they are herbs, and 
useful to the body when proveriy applied.’ ' 

of Aye, SaMETys are they /—and how should they be applied, good 
youth ; 

Av pills, or as ointment,” said Murielda, simply. 

“ Zounds !—you have our secret!" aid Brown, sternly. 

“T have, but I can keep it, and may even help you with it.” 

“ Gadzooks !—we desire no help of such a sort!” said Brown, 
fiercely. ‘A secret is none when so many share it!” 

“ Peace, Brown,” said Smith ; “ we cannot help ourselves now : 
the lad is aa 

“The lad 
must die!” said 
Lrown, fiercely. 

“Nay, you 
forget; our 
mission was to 
heal,” ow anid 
John Smith. 

“Nay, i'faith, 
our mission was 
to make 
money,” said 
Lrown. 

“ And you will 
make money— 
and you will 
also heal,” said 
Murielda, “I 
know the use of 
herbs and sim- 
ples well, and 
will make such 
pills and oint- 
ment as will be 
celebrated f or 
their  won- 
drous eflicacy.” 

“ But the pro- 
fitex——""— said 
Brown. 

“1 will ask 
no éhare, un- 
less I deserve 
them,” said Murielda quietly. i 

“And if you deserve them, you will ‘get them, 
“Teteon” (To be continned next aeek,) 


Cropping her hair. 


pede 4 
“The In] must die!” 


said Smith. 
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THE “F.0O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY REASON SUFFICIENT. 
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“UY N\\\ \\Y ff // = SPEARS AND PONO'S.—The Cry Teary-'un.’ 
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No. 342.—Sin W. T. MARRIOTT, QO. 
“Was born at Brighton, And is proud of the fact. Was 


ij = Mis Wife (who has her suspicions), I shouldnt gu to 
f ew the office this morning, dear, if I were you; I'm sure 
Auntie, 1 was so pleased to see you so kin. to your little visitor. Is he one of your dearest fricuds ? they'll excuse you, seeing huw late you were working 
Sub. No; but—but—hbe can lick me any day. there last night. 


called to the bar when quite young, And orlered threepenny- 
worth of * Unsweetened.’ Drank it with relish, And has stuck 
to gin up till the present day. Ifas been called to a yood many 
bars since, but always swears by the first. Has dabbled in 
politics, First as a Rwvlical, then as a Conservative. Likes 
varicty. Is a QC. Which means, acconling to some people's 
definition, Queer Cuss, Has a guod healthy appetite, and a 
general knowledge of the world. Has, at present, retired from 

workd, Will doubtless blossom forth in time to 


Mth, 1886.” 
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one of those precocious youths whose sole object in life eevms to be 
jokes.—(2) Exchanye is no rubbery, as we all knuw, So thinks 


Tommy.—(3) Two members of the canine species, a masher, and a beautcous damsel 
are thereby madc unhappy in Icas time than it takes to read these lines, 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. AT HOME AND AGROAD. 


FELINE. 


y (strth dress). What a hateful nuisance it is ¥ 
Riera teen natu your dress ate tell Mrs. Portbottle I'm very sorry to have mixsel 


vend. You shoukt have taken the “Cat,” my dear, her?” “Oh! it won't matter, mum; she said as she ‘9 
instead of Whittington, You'd look thut.part in any dress! you'd call when she was out!” ” 


London : Printed at the Camden Press, 110 High Strect, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “Zhe Sluperies,” 99 Shoc Lane, Flect Strect, ¥.0.—Saturday, January 13, 1894, 


“Fact is, I spent last recess in Venice ; I shall rustieate 
this ycur in Constantinopic.” 


Bezel 


